DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
Look at England. Is England a good advertisement for this
system of the ruling class? The few men that break through to the
top only do so by submitting to the golden chains of this class.
What does Ramsay MacDonald look like to-day in retrospect? An
elderly and bemused ex-Socialist standing between a white shirt
and a diadem on the steps of Londonderry House, The same fate
befell all those who went his way. But in doing so they destroyed
the Labour Party, which might have reinvigorated England, There
is no salvation from that party to-day, if I am any judge,
From Bethnal Green to Belgravia seems a long way, hut actually
a relationship exists between them — that of cause and effect.
If you had some great specialist in municipal administration,
in housing and health, as Minister for these things, Bethnal Green
could never have happened. Bethnal Green has come about
because in England family, class and party, rank and influence are
the qualifications for office, not specialized knowledge or ex«
perience or energy, and the ultimate aim of this system is to keep
the sweets of office rotating among a small inter-linked class. You
may have, somewhere in England, a civic genius, a man who ewild
build you cities to compare with those of Greece and Rome, who
could give your workpeople sunshine and light and air and health
and beauty. What means has he of reaching a post where he can
do these things? If he has not an Old School Tie it is still remotely
possible that he may induce some local Conservative Association,
if they think him docile enough, to put him up as candidate at an
election. Arrived in Parliament, he disappears among the crowd
of back benchers, threatened with boycott if they vote against the
Government on any issue.
So you have Bethnal Green, on which I rancorously turned my
back that May day, when I had seen enough. I came back through
the city and the newspaper placards told me, in great flaring
letters, 'Czechs Mobilizing*. I forgot Bethnal Green and thought
of Prague and Eger, of German armies thundering into and
over Vienna. Now British bombers, heavy, cumbersome craft,
laboured over the City. Men standing at a comer looked tip
at them. One said, 'What price war to-morrow?* and the others
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